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Tile Tragedle 

He is frnkf vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that arc the caufe of It. 

%iu. A vertuous and a Chtiftianlike conclufion, 

T o pray for them that haue done fcathe to vs. 

Gio. So do I euer being well aduifde , 

For had 1 curfl, no w 1 had emit my felfe. 

Catf, Madame his maieftie doth cafl for you* 

And for your noble Grace: and you toy noble Cord. 
Catsby,wecome, Lords will you go with vs. 

%t, Madame, we will attend your Grace. Exeunt, mruChy 
Gio, I do the wrong, and Lift began to braule, 

The fecret mifehiefe that l fet abroach, 

1 lay vnto thegiceuous charge ofothers. 

Clarence, whom I indeedc haue hiid in darkcnclTe t 
I do bewccpc to many fimple gu's : 

Namely to Hafliags, Darby, Buckinham, 

And fay itis the Queene, arid her allies 
That flirrc rhe K. againft the Duke my brother. 

Now they bclceue me, and withatl whet me 1 

To be tcuengd on Riuers, Vaughan, Gray. 

Burthen figh, and with a piece of fcripture. 

Tell them that God bids vs do good for euil s 
And thus Icloath my naked vilianse '' ’ 

With old od cnds,flolne out of holy writ, 

And feeme a Saint, when rood I play the Diuell. 

But foft heere comes my executioners.£»t*r 'Execmmett*. i. 

How now, my hardy flout refolued mates. 

Are ye now going to difpacthehis deed ? 

Exe. We are my Loid, and come to haue the warrant. 

That we may be admitted where he is. 

| Gio. It was well thought vpon,l haueit heare about me. 
When you haue donc,repairc to Crosbie place: 

But firs, be hidden in.the execution ? 

Withall, obdutate : do not heare him pleade, 

For Clarence is well fpoWep, and perhaps 
May moue your hearts to pitcic if you mark him, 

Exe.Tufh, featc not, my L. we will not ftand to prate* 
Talkers are no good doers be aflured : s , 

Wccome to vfe our hands arid hot our tongue*. 
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of Richard the third. 

Gloi Your eiesdrop milftones,whcn fooles eies drop tei 
I like you Lads, about your bufineffe. Exeunt. 

Enter Clarence, Brokenbury. 

Bro,W hy lookes your Grace fo heauily to dayl 
Cla, Oh, I haue part a miferablc night, 

So full of vgty fight*, of gaftly dreames, 

That as I am a Chriftian faithfull man, 

1 would not fpend another fuch a night, ... . 

Though t’were to buy a world of happicdayes, 

So full ofdifroall terror was the rime. 

Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tell it 
Cla. Me thoughts I was imSarkt for burg undie, 

And in my company my brother Gloccftcr, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the hatches, thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vp.a thoufand fearefull times, 

During the warres of Yorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen vs : as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Gloffer Rumbled, and in Rumbling 
Stroke me (that thought to Ray him) ouer-board, 

Into the tumbling billowes of the maine. 

Lord, Lord,me thought what paine it was to drowne. 
What dreadfuil noyife of waters in mine cares, 
Whatvgly fightsof death within mine eyes.* 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks. 

Ten thoufand rritfl that filhes gnawed vpon. 

Wedges ofgold, great Anchors, heapes ofpearie, 
Jneflimabk Rones, vnva’uedieWels, 

Some lay in dead mens fcufs,arid in thofe holes 
Where eyes didonce inhabite, there were crept 
Astwereinfcorne of eyes reflecting gems 
Which woed the flimie bottomofthedVepe, 

And rnockt the dead bones that lay fcatteredby, 

Bro. Had you fuch leafure in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

Cla. Me thought I had*‘ for flil the enuious flood 
K ept in my foule, and would not let it foorth. 

To kcepe th? emptie vafl aad wandring ayte, 


